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THE IV C A T A L O N I A  
I N T E R N A T I O N A L  PRIZE 
THE PANEL OF JUDGES OF THE INTERNATIONAL CATALONIA 
PRIZE, MADE UP OF THE MEMBERS OF THE ADVISORY 
COUNCIL OF THE CATALAN INSTITUTE FOR MEDITERRANEAN 
STUDIES, MEETING AT THE UNESCO OFFICES IN PARIS ON 
6 FEBRUARY 1992, AGREED BY ABSOLUTE MAJORITY TO AWARD 
THE IV INTERNATIONAL CATALONIA PRIZE TO MSTISLAV 
ROSTROPOVITX, FOR THE FOLLOWING REASONS: 
FIRST: FOR HIS EXCEPTIONAL ARTISTIC CAPACITY, WHICH 
MAKES HIM A CREATIVE MUSICIAN OF AN IRRESISTIBLE 
COMMUNICATIVE VIRTUALITY AND A FULLNESS OF SOUND 
IMPREGNATED WITH POWER AND NUANCE. AS AN INTEGRAL 
'CELLIST, MSTISLAV ROSTROPOVITX IDENTIFIES SO CLOSELY 
WITH HIS INSTRUMENT THAT HE ELIMINATES ANY SENSE OF 
TECHNICAL SERVITUDE AND OCCUPIES A UNIQUE POSITION 
AMONGST THE GREAT MUSICIANS OF ALL TIME. 
SECOND: FOR HIS VIGOROUS DEFENCE OF FREEDOM, OF 
HUMAN RIGHTS AND OF THE DEMOCRATIZATION OF HIS 
PEOPLE, WHICH HAVE MADE HIM AN EMBLEMATIC FIGURE 
WITH A PROFOUND HUMANIST CONCEPTION OF MANKIND 
AND SOCIETY. 
AND THIRD: THE JUDGES WANT TO STRESS MSTISLAV 
ROSTROPOVITX~S LINK WITH PAU CASALS, IN WHICH 
ADMIRATION, CORDIALITY AND CORRESPONDENCE COME 
TOGETHER ON THE PERSONAL AND MUSICAL PLANES, AS WELL 
AS THAT OF ETHICAL AWARENESS. 
CATALONIA OFFERS THE TEXT OF THE SPEECH MADE BY 
MSTISLAV ROSTROPOVITX ON 26 MAY 1992, WHEN HE WAS 
AWARDED THE PRIZE BY THE PRESIDENT OF THE 
GENERALITAT DE CATALUNYA, JORDI PUJOL. 
ne of the f is t  words I Yearmt to 
say when 1 was a child was ea+ 
sals, Pau Casals. My father, who 
was a great musician, was a disciple of 
Casals, he worshipped him, and in the 
closed atmosphere which mled by then 
in my distant country, so profound and 
passionate, we anxiously listened to Ca- 
sds's records, for we received this way 
the echoes of a great musical message 
which, like every tme creation, also 
brought with it a call for freedom. 
Today, my friends, 1 am in Barcelona, 
in CataIonia, for the presentatíon of the 
IV Prerni Internacional Catalunya, and 
this is an excelIent opportunity to teil 
you that each of my visits to Catalonia 
has been marked by my sincere admira- 
tion towards the genius of its people 
and, in first place, towards the immor- 
tal Pau Casals. 1 was one with this land 
even before 1 knew of its existence. 
1 thank, therefore, the Institut Catala 
d'Estudis Mediterranis and its judges 
for awarding me the Premi Internacio- 
nal Catalunya. For this reason and be- 
cause 1 know that it has been granted by 
an open Catalan and Mediterranean 
genermity, which, in spite of the appea- 
rances and the distance, lies very close 
to what makes up the core of the Rus- 
sian soul, faithful and cordial. A prize, 
this one, in which 1 have been preceded 
by the philosopher Karl R. Popper, the 
E V E N T S  
physicist A b h s  Sdam and the oceano- 
gapbii Jacqwes-Yves Cousteau; 1 like 
tct wak beside them, I üke it very much. 
?ñey are @ea€ creators. 
And 1 wouid like to defme what 1 un- 
derstand by ereation. Well, 1 firmly 
think that the first impulse of creation 
appears especially in a person who 
knows how to believe. To believe in any 
image of eternity or imrnortality +ay, 
Christ, Buddha or simply the spirit of 
Man, which never dies with us. 
I mention Christ because 1 cannot 
imagine the harmony of our life without 
a Creator. I personifi it, then, in the 
figure of Christ, as so many other peo- 
ple tend to do: a whole civilization. 
Through him, 1 confine the undeniable 
force which constitutes the essence of 
the first Creator. And music, 1 am sure 
of it, is a gift from our Creator. 
.e more 1 immerse myself in music, 
the more certain 1 am that sound is a 
bridge between our real world -into 
which we al1 eventually pass- and a 
GocEIy world, a spiritual world. Perhaps 
an oblique proof of this is the existence 
of sound in al1 of the different temples 
and churches: I've heard the choirs in 
the Greek and Russian Orthodox 
churches, the organs in the Catholic and 
Protestant churches, the cantors in the 
Jewish temples and the drums in the 
Buddhist temples. Sometimes, in some 
raie cases in my imagination, together 
with the music rising out of the silence, 
1 experience an emotional communica- 
tion with my departed friends. 
Therefore, the creator's impulse is al- 
ready in some people when they are 
bom. People are al1 roughly equal, but 
they are bom with their own differen- 
tiated spirit. Like the existence of the 
ants or the bees, which are classified by 
their different tasks in the community. 
God has done alike with people, al- 
though we often do not recognize it and 
we presume to be aíl the same. Some are 
bom to create, some to consume, others 
to work, a new group to invent, every 
one according to the programme intro- 
duced into them when they are born. 
Within the category of the creators 
there are people born to bring beauty to 
life. Beauty and culture, so that others 
can have a spiritual life; they raise their 
lives. It is a stimulus from God. Mozart, 
for instance, received it: he took from 
al1 that initial magma a wonderful 
opera, a symphony, and he gave it to the 
world. But nothing is given gratui- 
tously. The stimulus, the talent, has to 
be educated and worked on. You have 
to work hard on it, putting al1 the 
energy possible into it. Because if the 
talent, the energy and the will go separ- 
ately, the result is a mess, and you cannot 
arrive at a positive result. Man is also 
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his effort. This ought to be learnt by the 
young, to be understood and adopted 
by al1 mankind; let no-one believe that 
wealth and freedom come by them- 
selves, for they are the fruit of effort. 
In spite of everything, 1 think, no-one 
should stop and think he has reached 
his goal and feel he is finally safe and 
can rest. As Lev Tolstoi said, we have to 
feel our way towards our objective, to- 
wards our ideal, as we pursue a lamp we 
ourselves carry. 1 have worked hard, 1 
still do. When 1 was young 1 had more 
time for the work of preparation. 
Nowadays, although 1 give many more 
concerts, 1 devote even more time to 
preparing myself, basically at the ex- 
pense of my sleeping hours. 
You always work under the same 
mystery, the same unknown: though 
you know how to begin, you hardly 
guess what will happen later. As 1 start 
interpreting in a concert a work by any 
composer, whether 1 am playing or con- 
ducting, it is as if 1 were starting to 
construct a building, and, to a large ex- 
tent, everything depends on how you 
start. A little while later, 1 can already 
see the end of the work, towards which 1 
am building a bridge, and at which 1 
will arrive after al1 the clashes which 
may take place along the path. And in 
each concert it is different every time, 
yet with the same work. 
And you must work and educate your- 
self because God has given you that 
talent to pass on to others. It is here, 
then, that you may come up against an 
unlucky obstacle, one that prevents you 
from performing that work and giving it 
to your brothers. That is when they de- 
prive you of your freedom. These are 
the dictators that oblige you to work 
but prevent you from being what you 
want to be. The worst thing about 
dictatorships is that they limit the 
expression of talent as they destroy free- 
dom. 
But what is freedom?, many have won- 
dered, and often with the object of des- 
troying it. 1 shall te11 you what it is: 
what the birds possess. A bird can settle 
on any branch of any tree. No-one will 
te11 him that tree is not his and he can 
only sing in that other tree. Freedom 
lies in each one finding his place among 
people and doing good. 
1 shall try to illustrate al1 this with a 
story. A real story of which 1 am the 
actor and which began on the night of 
August 19th last year. 
That night 1 had leamed of the putsch 
in Moscow, and was then in my Paris 
apartment. Watching and listening, 
while 1 was waiting for the broadcast of 
the press conference of the junta leading 
the coup, 1 was horrified. As 1 saw it, 
the cursed terror that had reigned in my 
country for over seventy years was re- 
turning. 
1 closed my eyes, then felt in my inner 
being the sounds of the music of Di- 
mitry Shostakovich's 8th symphony. 
The music was quiet, devastating, evo- 
cative of the inhuman suffering of its 
composer. What 1 feared was the return 
of the time when that music was writ- 
ten: the time of lies, of deceit, of tram- 
pled human dignity. 
1 understood in that mystic moment 
that 1 was being summoned by a power 
it was useless to resist. The next morn- 
ing 1 flew to Moscow, then went to the 
Parliament building, where 1 spent the 
following three days, during which 1 felt 
in me -1ike never before in my life- the 
spirit of Christ. 
During that first night, while waiting 
for the imminent attack, we were sure 
of the inevitability of death. There were 
over 30,000 unarmed people defending 
those of us who had voluntarily locked 
ourselves in the Parliament building. 
But what were those numbers to the com- 
bined forces of the KGB, the Army and 
the Militia, united as they were by the 
presence of their Ministers in the junta? 
It poured with rain al1 night and fog 
shrouded the rooftops. As we learned 
later, the attack had been planned using 
helicopters, depositing. their forces on 
the roof of the building. But the fog and 
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the gusting wind aborted that plan. The 
junta could not have known that they 
had planned the overthrow for the Holy 
Feast of the Transfiguration. I am abso- 
lutely convinced that we were only saved 
through the intervention of Godly forces. 
When 1 left, at three o'clock in the 
morning, with the constant expectation of 
the attack, to walk among the volunteer 
defenders surrounding the building, 1 
saw many, many people bearing 
symbols of their faith -using them as 
defence and salvation. In the silence of 
the night, broken by the sound of 
moving tank-treads, the aura of faith was 
almost palpable. That moment, and the 
salvation of al1 of us -and of the future 
of the country- came only from God. 
There are not words enough to cover 
the spectrum of emotion I felt during 
those three days. The three happiest 
days of my life. Days of unity of Faith 
with my people. 
But I want to talk to you about your 
people, too, about Catalonia. About its 
creators, for a people expresses itself 
especially through its creative capacity. 
Catalonia, who gave the world Pau Ca- 
sals. Casals had the magical virtue of 
communication with the audience 
through music. There exists the concept 
of technical purity, which is important 
as a way of reaching one's objective. 
But the objective must be the depth of 
ideas and emotions. Therein, indeed, 
lies the interpretation of music. And 
when this objective is reached, it is no 
longer very important how you went 
about it. That was Casals, he always 
reached his main objective. 
Many others can join Casals in Catalo- 
nia. You have, we have Gaudi: you look 
at his fantasy and the beauty it creates, 
and you are impressed to learn that he 
worked like a miner, piece by piece. A 
huge task. Work and creation: it is es- 
sential that both things go together. And 
Dali, his orgy of fantasy. 1 feel happy 
that life has granted me the privilege of 
meeting him personaily, the same as Pa- 
blo Picasso, who was educated in his 
young days in Catalonia. We must not 
forget Miró, either, who created accord- 
ing to the principie of Rodin, simply 
by removing from a stone what is use- 
less.. . 
1 admire this Catalan people, compact 
and creative. And let me feel, thanks to 
the Premi Internacional Catalunya, one 
more of you. • 
